But as all several souls contain
Mixture of things they know not what,
Love these mixt souls doth mix again,
And makes both one, each this and that.

A single violet transplant.
The strength, the colour, and the size,
(All which before was poor and scant)
Redoubles still and multiplies.

When love with one another so
Inter-animates two souls,
That abler soul, which thence doth flow,
Defects of loveliness controls.

We then, who are this new soul, know
Of what we are composed and made;
For th* atomies, of which we grow,
Are souls, whom no change can invade.

But, O^ alas! so long, so far,
Our bodies why do we forbear ?
They are ours, though not we; we are
Th* intelUgencies, tijey the spheres.
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